gUINETTE DROWSES BEFORE DA WN
THE entrance to the quarries. The night-watchman. No, there isn't any night-watchman. The clay. I've got a lantern. Or have I got a lantern ? The clay, The spur track. I shan't be able to pick my way through all that unless I have a lantern. A lantern swinging between him and me. No, I'd rather depend on the light in the sky. The reflection of the lights of Paris in the sky. The entrance to the quarry. The big hole where you go in. The cave. The cave on the Buttes-Chaumont."
He refused to go on. He slipped in the clay. The two of them slipped. He slipped on purpose. The lantern dropped out of his hands. There was no light left. " I refuse to go on." He fell on his knees on purpose.
The entrance to the quarries. The black cut. That hole, badly cut out with scissors. It would have to be cut out more. Hold the scissors farther away. Give them a good twist when you get to the top.
They would never get there. He refused to go on. The night-watchman swung his lantern. No, there wasn't any night-watchman. There wasn't any lantern. The reflection of the lights of Paris shone on the spur track.
He repeated : " I will not go on." The entrance to the cave. They must get to the end of it. Bring him along to the end of it. The catacombs. How well the bones wete preserved I
He said : " I will not go on." Thirty paces more to the
446